
Shake- sphares 

Cravvlcs to mafcurity,wherevyith being crown'd. 
Crooked cclipfes gainft his glory fight, 

Ariel time that gmie,doth now hts gift confound. 
Time doth tranflixe the florifh fet on youth. 

And dclues the paralels in beauties brow, 

Feedcs on the rarities of natures truth. 

And nothing {lands but for his fieth to mow. 

And yet to times in hope,my verfc Hi all ftaiid 
Praifing thy wonh,difplght his crucll hand. 
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I S it thy wil,thy Image fhould kcepeopen. 

My heauy eie'ids tothe wean' night? 

Doft thou aefire my (lumbers fhould be broken. 
While fhadowes like to th.ee do mocke my fight? 

Js it thy {pirit that thou fend’d from thee 
So farre from home into my deeds to pryc. 

To find out fhames and idlehoures in me. 

The skope and tenure of thy Ieloufie? 

O no, thy loue though much, is not fo great, 

Jt is my loue that keepes mine eie awake. 

Mine owtie true loue that doth my reft defeat. 

To plaic the watch-man cuer for thy fake. 

For thee watch I,vvhilft thou doft wake el fe where, 
. From me farre of, with others all to ncere, 
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S Inne offelfe-loue pofleffeth al mine eie. 

And all my foulc,and al my euery partj, 

And for this mine there is no remedie, 

‘ It is fo grounded inward in my heart. 

Me thinkes no face fo gratious is as mine. 

No fhape fo true,no truth of fuch account. 

And for my felfe mine owne worth do- define. 

As I all other in all worths furmount. 

But when my glafic fhewes me my felfe indeed 
Seated and chopt with tand antiquitie. 

Mine owne felfe loue qui te contrary I read 
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£elfc,fo felfe loulng were iniquity, 

T’is thee(my felfe)that for my felfe I praife, 
i, i Painting my age with beauty of thy daies, 

A Gainft my loue (hall be as I am now 

With times iniurious hand chrufht and ore-wornc, 
When houres haue dreind his blood and fild his brow 
With lines and wrincles,when his youthfull morne 
Hath trauaild on to Ages fteepie night. 

And all thofc beauties whereof now hes King 
Are vanifhing,or vanifht out of fight. 

Stealing away the treafureofhis Spring. 

For fuch a time do 1 nowfortifie 
Againft confounding Ages cruell knife. 

That he fhall neuer cut from memory 
My fweet loues beauty, though my louers life. 

His bcautie fhall in thefe blacke lines be feene, i 
And they fhall liue , and he in themftiil greenc, 
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W Hen I haue feene by times fell hand defaced 
The rich proud coft of outworne buried ag$, 
When fometime loftie towers I fee downe rafed, 

And braffe eternall flauc to mortall rage. 

When I haue feene the hungry Ocean gaine 
Aduantagc on the Kingdome of the fhoare. 

And the nrme foile win of the watry maine, 

Increafing ftore with Ioffe, and Ioffe withftore. 

When 1 haue lecne fuch interchange offtatc, 
c Or ftate it felfe confounded, to decay, 

Ruine hath taught me thus to ruminate 
That Time will come and take my loue away. 

This thought is as a death which cannot eboofe 
But weepe to haUe,that which it fearcs to loofe. 
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C Ince braffe, nor ftone,nor carth,»or boundkfle fea# 

^ But fad mortality ore-fwaies their power, 
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